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TIAH LINDNER RAPHAEL
G w e n d o l y n
In  th is  d ream , I ’m s i t t in g  in the t ra in  s ta t ion  at York  o r  H a r ro g a te  o r  
some such place ho led  up  in  C osta  fo r  an im p r o m p tu  p ic n ic  ea t ing  
those raspberry  b iscu its  they  sell each sp r ing , i t ’s a ra in  
and c ru m b le s  k in d  o f  day— c o n d u c to rs  c o n d u c t in g ,  passengers 
passing— and all the w h i le  I 'm  read ing  some treatise on the state 
o f  the p o u n d  and t r y in g  to  ignore  h ow  each person ’s bag fa lls open 
s p i l l in g  o u t  ra t ty  socks and d u l l  razors, lost keys and lo n g - fo rg o t te n  
ha ir  barre ttes, tea-s ta ined magazines and w r in k le d  letters 
lost to  the  b o t to m  o f  bags n ow  s p ru n g  open and d u s t in g  th e i r  
; co n te n ts  d o w n  the p la t fo rm s ,  and th a t ’s w hen  I see you th ro u g h  
the  c row d  w ea r in g  th a t  dress you  loved, the one I said looked  
l ike  a p i le  o f  weeds u p ro o te d ,  the green one you  rem em be r  and 
the day you w ore  i t ,  the p ic n ic  w hen  you to o k  o f f  y o u r  
m a c k in to s h  and we set ourselves d o w n ,  never m in d  i t  was h u n t in g  
season, and we laughed at the danger and we laughed  at the  squish 
o f  the g ro u n d  and we laughed u n d e r  the ra in -w ashed  r ib b o n s  
and m y  hands u n d id  y o u r  h a ir  and sunk  y o u r  h ips in to  the lo a m -s o f t  
g ro u n d  and i t  was o u r  grand p icn ic  u n t i l  the shot and the doe w h o  ran 
th ro u g h  the m eadow  b lo o d  smeared d o w n  her haunches 
and the doe is you  and the  doe is me and the doe is everyone r u n n in g  
to  catch a t ra in  and you  are everyone r u n n in g  to  catch a t ra in  
and as you  leave the s ta t io n  1 see you  m o v in g  away y o u r  bangs 
s tuck  to  y o u r  fo rehead, sw ea ting  and ready to  b o l t .
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